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;< It was new to the Weaver, who loudly swore
His seconds were up to their jokes. They had loaded the pistols with shot for snipe, And only their blood away could wipe The insult of a hoax.
|C But the seconds protested their innocence clear,
And gave him the weapons to load, But the end was the same.   A shower of fine lead Flew stinging about his face and head, But no wound on the combatants showed.
:tHe began to awake to the facts of the case,
And his hand commenced to tremble. In his eyes came a look of haunting pain, But he cried,' It's a fluke.    Let us try it again!' And he strove his fear to dissemble.
'* He had lots of pluck, I will grant that, For he knew himself in my power.
Again we fired, and again the pair
Df balls collided in middle air, And around fell the leaden shower.
;tThis was  too  much  for Fin.    His   face   went white,
And he stammered, * I will apol------\
When suddenly forth a volley flew Prom a murderous band of Pandies, who
Had crept up behind a knoll.